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| Sweet William' $ frghtful Dreams on his Wedding ighe | 
With the ſudden Death and Burial of thoſe noble Lovers. 
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When day was come, and night was gone, | 
And all men wak' d from ſleep, 

Sweet William to his lady ſaid, 
My dear, J have cauſo to weep, 


I dream'd a dream, my dear lady, 

Such dreams are never good: 
I dream'd my bower was full of red ſwine, | 
And my bride-bed full of blood. 


They never do prove good; 
To dream thy bower was full of ſwine, 
And dy bride-bed full of blood. 


He called op his merry men all, 
By one, by two, and by three; 
Saying, n away to fair Margaret 5 bowen, 


* 


By the leave of my lady. : 
And when he came to fair Margaret" 8 ws 
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Such dreams, ſuch dreams, my honoured ſir, 


* 


— 


Making moſt piteous moan: 
Tou may go kiſs your jolly brown = 
And let our liſter alone. 


If 140-ki my jn böse beide 
I do but what is right ; 

For I made no vow to your fiſter dear, 
By day, nor yet by night. 


Pray tell me then how much you'll deal, 


Of your white bread and your wine; 
So much as is dealt at her funeral to-day, 
To- morrow ſhall he dealt at mine. 


Fair Margaret dy'd to- day, to-day, 
Sweet William he dy*d the morrow: 

Fair Margaret dy' d for pure true love, 
Sweet William he dy*d for ſorrow. 


Margaret was bury'd in the lower chankel, 


With that beſpoke the ſeven brethren, 
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FF . He knocked at the ring; ; And William in the higher: 
8 it fell out on a long ſummer's day, © 9 Down ſhe laid her ivory comb, So ready were her ſeven brethren - Out of her breaſt there ſprung a roſe, 
Two lovers they fat on a hill; And up ſhe bound her hair 55 To let ſweet William 1 in, | And out of his a briar. 
| Sh it h forth of the bower, | 
IF ſar togerher oy _ a. 2 1 e "= 0 hats Then he turned up the i They grew as high as the 3 : 
And 1 g WE'S * 9 a Pray let me ſee the dead: Till they could grow no higher; 1 | 2 
I fee no bares by you, Margaret, | : When day was gone, 100 night come, Methinks ſhe does look pale and wan, And there they grew in à true lovers knot, 3 
And you ſee none by me: | e on And all men faſt aſleep: _ | She has loſt her cherry red. Which made all people admire. a 
5 There me the ſpirit of fai „ Dn . | g 
* = nodding " my i - 15 Þ [This cauſed him = 3 ne, I'll do more for thee, Margaret, Then came the clerk of the pariſh, 
A rich wedding you [nal fee. =: Mn ET os Than any of thy kin; As you this truth ſhall hear, 
Fair Margaret fat in her bower-window, = God give you joy, you true lovers, F or I will kiſs thy pale wan lips, And by misfortune cut them down, 
5 A combing of her hair; In bride- bed faſt aſleep; Tho' a ſmile 1 cannot win. 5 Or they had now been there. | 
e And there ſhe ſpꝰd ſweet William and Bride, 2 Lo! Pm going to wy green graſs grove, FORE IHR | | EEE, 4 : | | 9 
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